A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               \i

fcheir wonderment and their inquiries. I was irritated, and
I was irritable. The Baroness schooled me in that dull
tedious way which always induces obstinacy. At another
time I should have been sullen, but my heart was full and
softened, and I wept. My stepmother was alarmed lest, in
an unguarded moment, she should have passed the cold,
strict line of maternal impartiality which she had laid down
for her constant regulation. She would have soothed me
with commonplace consolation. I was miserable a.nd dis-
gusted. I fled again to the garden.

I regained with hurrying feet my favourite haunt. Again
I sat under my favourite tree; but not now to build castles
of joy and hope, not now to commune with my beautiful
creation, and revel in the warm flow of my excited fancy.
All, all had fled; all, all had changed. I shivered under
the cold horror of my reality.

I thought I heard beautiful music, but it was only the
voice of a woman,

4 Contarini/ said the voice, i why do you weep ? '

I looked up; it was the  stranger, it was  Christiana.

* Because/ I answered, sobbing, f I am miserable/

* Sweet boy/ she said, as she knelt down beside me,
1 dry, dry your tears, for we all love you.    Mamma meant
not to be cross.'

4 Mamma !    She is not vmj mamma/
1 But she loves you like a mother.'
' No one loves me/

* All love you dearest!    I love you ; * and she kissed me
with a thousand kisses.

c 0, Christiana !' I exclaimed, in a low tremulous voice,

* love me, love me always! If you do not love me, I shall die !'

I threw my arms around her neck, and a gleam of
rapture seemed to burst through the dark storm of my
grief. She pressed me to her heart a thousand times, and
each time I clung with a more ardent grasp ; and, by